KABLOONA
night and lie still, eyes wide open in the dark. Life, you sense,
is about to change! Something is about to happen. And it
happens: you have made your decision.
There I stood, then, with my finger on the bell at the door of
the Oblate Fathers. It is the particular mission of the Oblate
Fathers to evangelize the most distant and disinherited peoples
of the earth. For generations, Christian priests have gone out
of this house to the confines of the world — to Central Africa, to
the Brazilian jungles, to the Arctic. Here in this house you
would never have guessed it. Not a footfall sounded, not a map
hung on a wall. Someone, a shadow, had opened a door and
vanished, shutting the door behind me. I stood alone in an old-
fashioned reception room, waiting in the company of three
green chairs and, on the wall, the enlarged photograph of a
dead bishop.
A man came in: obviously a religious, and one look at his
face and bearing told me that he was a chief. He signed to me
to sit down, and we sat in two of the three straight-backed
chairs. Without a preliminary word, I blurted out the purpose
of my visit, which was to go and live with the Eskimos. Not
those .of Greenland, who, I gathered, were domesticated under
governmental tutelage; nor those of Alaska, who carved sou-
venirs for tourists; but the Canadian Eskimos, those of the
Central Arctic who, because they inhabited regions so remote
and difficult to reach, still lived their primitive life of thousands
of years ago, knowing of the white men only an occasional soli-
tary missionary. I knew that their islands in the Glacial Ocean
formed part of the immense diocese of that Oblate father who
was celebrated in Canada as 'the Bishop of the Wind'; that the
bishop toured his diocese in his own aeroplane; and what I
wanted was to be flown in by the bishop. Could the Oblate
Fathers help me to realize my wish?
The man had not stirred. A proposal that had seemed to me,
as I made it, monstrous, childish in its effrontery, seemed to him
entirely normal. <You have only to write to the bishop/ he said
in a curiously depersonalized voice; 'he will reply.' As if the
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